GEORGE  CHAPMAN.

131

Come on, down on your knees.

Gost. Villain, durst thou
Presume to gull thy father ? dost thou not
Tremble to see my bent and cloudy brows
Ready to thunder on thy graceless head.
And with the bolt of my displeasure cut
The thread of all my living from thy life,
For taking thus a beggar to thy wife ?

Vol. Father, if that part I have in your blood,
If tears, which so abundantly distil
Out of my inward eyes ; and for a need
Can drown these outward (lend me thy handker-

.chief),

And being indeed as many drops of blood,
Issuing from the creator of my heart.
Be able to beget so much compassion,
Not on my life, but on this lovely dame,
Whom I hold dearer---------

Gost. Out upon thee, villain.

Marc. Ant. Nay, good Gostanzo, think you are
a father.                       *

Gost. I will not hear a word; out, out upon

thce:

Wed without my advice, my love, my knowledge,
Ay, and a beggar too, a trull, a blowze ?

Ryn. You thought not so last day, when you

offer'd her

A twelvemonth's board for one night's lodging
with her.

Gost. Go to, no more of  that!  peace, good

Rynaldo,
It is a fault that only she and you know.

Ryn. Well, sir, go on, I pray.

Gost. Have I, fond wretch,
With utmost care and labour brought thee up,
Ever instructing thee, omitting never
The office of a kind and careful father,
To make thee wise and virtuout like thy father ?
And hast thou in one act everted all ?
Bro claim'd thyself to all the woi*ld a fool ?
To wed a beggar ?

FaL Father, say not so.

Gost. Nay, sheys thy own ; here, rise fool, tako

her to thee,

Live with her still, I know thou count'st thyself
Happy in soul, only in winning her :
Be happy still, here, take her hand, enjoy her.
Would not a son htezard his father's wrath,
His reputation in the world, his birthright,
To have but such a mess of Broth as this ?

Marc. 'Ant. Be not so violent, I pray you, good

Gostanzo,

Take truce with passion, license your sad son,
To speak in his excuse ?

Goat. What ? what excuse ?
Can any orator in this case excuse him ?
What can he say ? what can be said of any 1

VaL Alas, sir, hear me ! all that I can say
In my excuse, is but to show love's warrant.

Gost. Notable wag.

Vol. I know I have committed
A great impiety, not to move you first
Before the dame, I meant to make my wife.
Consider what I am, yet young, and green,
Behold what she is; is there not in her
Ay, in her very eye, a power to conquer
Even age itself and wisdom ? Call to mind,
Sweet father, what yourself being young have

been,

Think what you may be; for I do not think
The world so far spent with you, but you may
Look back on such a beauty, and I hope
To see you young again, and to live long
With young affections ; wisdom makes a man
Live1 young for ever : and where is this wisdom
If not in you ? alas, I know not what
Rest in your wisdom to subdue affections ;
But I protest it wrought with me so strongly,
That I had quite been drown'd in seas of tears,
Had I not taken hold in happy time
Of this sweet hand; my heart had been consumed
T' a heap of ashes with the flames of love,
Had it not sweetly been assuaged and cool'
With the moist kisses of these sugar'd lips.

Gost. 0 puissant wag, what huge large thongs

he cuts
Out of his friend Fortunio's stretching leather.

Marc. Ant. He knows ho does it but to blind
my eyes.

Gost. 0 excellent 1 these men will put up any-
thing.

Vol. Had I not had her, I had lost my life :
Which life indeed I would have lost before
I had displeased you, had I not received it
From such a kind, a wise, and horiour'd father.

Gost. Notable boy.

VaL Yet do I hero renounce
Love, life and all, rather than one hour longer
Endure to have your love eclipsed from me.

Grat. 0,1 can hold no longer, if thy words
Be usetl in earnest, my Valerio,
Thou wound'st my ,heart, but I know 'tis in jest.

Gost. No, I'll be sworn she has her liripoop too.

Grat. Didst thou not swear to love me, spite of

father and all the world ?
That nought should sever us but death itself?

VaL I did j but if my father
Will have his son forsworn, upon, his soul
The blood of my black perjury shall lie,
For I will seek his favour though I die.

Gost. No, no, live still my son, thou well shalt

know

I have a father's heart: come, join your hauds,
Still keep thy vows, and live together still,
Till cruel death set foot betwixt you both.

VaL 0 speak you this in earnest I

Gost. Ay, by heaven !

VaL And never to recall it ?

Gost. Not till death.